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ALBERT ET ARTHUR
were, no doubt, worse places in
the summer of 1921  than the Adlon
Hotel in the Unter den Linden, but not, I
think, many.   It was the last citadel of a lost
cause, but it was a cinematograph-producer's
idea of a lost citadel   Everywhere in the
elaborate bar, in the immense dining-room,
in the mahogany-panelled bedrooms you
were aware of the prevalent and impossible
loyalty.  But always there was a sense of
previous arrangement.   That elegant young
ex-officer scowled according to orders at
10.30 precisely, and then slipped off his
sword and his unfamiliar clothes and went
back to his Bank.   The Baltic baron in the
dining-room noisily  devoured  his Ersatz
Sauerkraut and swallowed his Ersatz beakers
of beer under the camera.   The hauteur of
the waiters to all but the old regime was
carefully practised.  The bust of the Kaiser
in the Hall and the pre-war German flag
flown from the peak were properties.  When
this particular play was over the stage could
be cleared and the Adlon devote itself to its
business of being an hotel.  But at the